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worse: they were covered with "indelible marks", pro-
claiming "many a past conflict with insect life".
Yet finally Barnardo plucked up courage and popped
into bed. "The smell of the sheets and pillow" was "over-
powering", but setting his teeth he resolved to brave it
through: and the hour being late and the air steaming hot,
ere long he fell asleep.
"How long I slept I do not know, when I awoke suddenly out of a
horrible dream, in which I thought I had been discovered by my bed-
room companions and denounced as a spy, in punishment for which
they had each inflicted vengeance by pricking pins all over my body
and then rubbing in pepper. I appealed against their cruelty; I struggled,
but in vain, and now the pins came to my face, and it seemed as though
in my eyes and nose the pepper was pushed, smarting, burning, almost
maddening me! Aiming a blow at my assailant, I rolled out of bed and
suddenly awoke ... to find horrible reality in the brief vision, for while
I now lay wakeful in bed, to which I had returned, the sensations which
I had just experienced in my sleep were found to be no mere fancies!
The gas was still burning; I looked at my hand and arm, which were
pricking intolerably. They were covered with blotches and weals.
Alarmed, I sat up in bed. . . . The simple truth is that the sheet was
almost brown with myriads of moving insects which seemed to regard
my body as their rightful property. I called for Mick. He did not hear
me. Leaping from bed and turning the gas-jet on full I noticed that the
floor, the walls, the ceiling were equally discoloured. The place teemed
with them. I was now suffering frightfully; many of the creatures were
perambulating over my person, feasting upon me at leisure. I could
have shouted in my agony. ..."
Turning to Mick, Barnardo "shook him lustily", crying:
"Get up, get up at once! I must go out, or I shall go mad!"
With difficulty Mick was roused, and learning of his pal's
anxiety piped out: "Why, 'taint nothing! I've seen 'em far
worse . . . there wor twice as many!" Barnardo, almost
beside himself with pain, was in no mood to argue. Quickly
he persuaded Mick to don his scanty clothes, and without
delay sought refuge outside. But before gaining liberty
they had to appease the deputy, disgruntled at being dis-
turbed. Mick was equal to the task. His "pal", he explained,
"turned sick and couldn't stop. But 'any'ow, we've paid
our browns, and don't want none of your jaw J"